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‘ Reminiscences of Famous Sitters
| by W. E. Marshall, the Portrait

| Painter and Engraver ::

. ..
. ..
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Willlam Edgar Marshall, the porirait | was always with him; ha talked enough

painter and engraver, who has been re-
producing the features of famous Ameri-
cans for forty wvears and whose portraits
of Lincoln and Grant and Longfellow espe-
cially are known from one end of the
country to the other, works to-ay in the
same studio where he worked thirty years
ago. But tall bulldings bave risen around
it. He complaina that he lives deep down
in a pocket and there is good light for only
a couple of hours a day.

The place is erowded with pictures and
art objecta, One picture of colossal size
is & head of Christ, which Mr. Marshall
afterward reproduced in a smaller en- |
graving. In this studio Mr. Marshall re-
ceived a woman interviewer, and as he sat
in a large rocking chair, with a seraphook
on his knee, he spoke about the people whose
portraits he had made.

In the scraphook was a little old en- |
graving of Daniel Webster.

*I saw him once,® Mr. Marshall said. |
“He was making a speech on the steps of
the Astor House. 1 remember how he
looked.

*He was a bilions man, with a sallow |
complexion. He had white hair then. He
wore & blue coat with brass buttons and a
yellow vest,

*He was considerad very stylich, I believe.
I heard rome one back of me ray: ‘How
splendid he looks.'

*]1 made the engraving from this memory
of him and photographs. It is the best
picture of him there ia, 1 didn't care muech
to have people it for me then, unlesa they |
could it regularly without interruption.

*1 preferred to paint mostly from memory.
You see my portrait of Senator Hanna
there? I almost finished that before he
sat for me. One of the finest men in the
world, Benator Hanna was. 1 was ex-
ceedingly fond of him."

He turned the page to an invitation to a
dinner given to Charles Dickens at Del-
monico’s. 1t was dated April 18, 1568,

“That was the old Delmonico's,” he
explained, “at the cormner of Fifth avenue
and Fourteenth street. Fine dinner it
was. Horace Greeley waa there, George
William Curtis was there, too. You gee
a pleture of him back of Hanna's portrait.
One of the most brilliant talkers of that
time,

“And here is a picture of Hawthorne
with two of my publishers, Fields and
Ticknor. I knew Hawthorne. I made
the mistake of my life in not painting him.
My publishers said so when I came back
from Burope after he died. He bad made
arrangements to sit for me.

*“A profound man he was, gentle, said
little; moat charming, though. He was
like Longfellow in that respect. Long-
fellow was & poor sitter. I was a long time
painting his portrait.

“He was not much of & talker, but there
was & fellow by the name of Green who

for the two. One of the most entertaining
men 1 ever knew, Green was. Talked all
the time, Never gave Longfellow a chance
Lo say anything.”

He retreated to a dusky nook, searched
about awhile, brought out his picture of
Longfellow and set It prominently beneath
the head of Christ.

*I got $10,000 for the engraving, but
Barrie of Philadelphia, who was my pub-
lisher, borrowed the portrait and kept
it twenty yeams. Only a few years ago

Capt. Nathan Appleton, brother-in-law of
Longfellow, asked me what had become of
the original.

“I then remembered that I had loaned
it to Barrie. I wrote him for it and he
sent it the next day. He had kept it so
long, he said, that he thought it belonged
to him. The Captain would like very
much to have this portralt,” he added,

l

And he handed it to her. The woman |
didn't know whether to laugh or to cry.
The work waa exquisite, but the face looked
aa if it had been stepped on,

Mr. Marshall laughed gently nasx he
watched the pained expression of her
countenance, .

*I am not responsible for the portralt
from which it was engraved,” sakl he
“They wanted it exactly like it. The paint-

, Ing was done by a German artist named

|
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standing off and looking affectionately at |
it, “but I can't quite make up my mind to |

part with it.

“The way I happened to know all those
charming people was through the engrav-
ing of my head of Washington. Iengraved
it from that of Gilbert Stuart at the Athe-
neum. That has the head only, you know.
1 had to put in the fins velvet coat and
the rich collar—the background, also. His
picture had no background.

“While I was there Poole, the librariam,
a friend of mine, introduced me to every-
body in Boston worth knowing. Did you
ever see this engraving of Washington

Clulligher. It was ordered by the Massa-
chusetts Historical Bociety, They got it'®
“If George knows anything about this, "
remarked the woman, handing it back to |
him, *I wonder he doean't turn over in his
grave * |

Directly back of Mr. Marshall as he sat
in the rocking chair was a Grant portrait

“A quiet man he was,* Mr. Marshall
sald when attention was drawn to it, “who
never #aid anything if he could help it
A little, quiet, warm hearted man. You'd
never think a man who could plan the kill-
ing of 8o many people could be warm
hearted.”

“A few among them were my ancestors ® |
inserted the woman, who is a Southern
woman. “But never mind that.® |

The artist smiled and continued:
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*I got to know Grant very well then, 1 I have painted sall the Presidents lroml “I submitted the idea to Father l!ooior' the rooms very politely, introducing m
to his daughter, a charming young womas,
He showed me a portrait of himself in the

I spnt a whole year in Washington at work |
on his portrait, He was the worst sitter |
[ ever had, He would coms in declaring
he was ready to give me half an hour at
lenst, Before he had been there five minutes
some one would come after him.

“But I don't like to take a long time to
paint a portrait. Now that picture of
Henry Clapp 1 palnted in an hour. You
never heard of Clapp?

“He was the most noted Lohemian in
New York in 1860, Brilliant talker. A
li'tle coteris of his admirers collected avery
night for dinner in Pfaff's restaurant.
The most distingulshed people of the day
guthered around Clapp. He was the chief
of the bohemians.”

A large portrait loomed from the corner
next the door.

“Who is it?" asked the woman.

“Henry Ward Beecher. I painted him
before and after the scandal.”

“Were the two pictures very different?”

! asked the woman.

Exceedingly interesting
Talked entertainingly

“Not so very.
man. Good sitter.

| all the while.”

“Did you ever see Lincoln?*®
“Oh, yes; many times.

PORTRAIT OF LONGFELLOW

“Once when I was at Washington paint.
ing his portrait, at headquarters—it was
when he was Secretary of War—a woman
came to him to heg the pardon of her son,
who had deserted. The offence was incx
cusable. The General couldn’'t grant the
pardon.

“Well, instead of telling her brutally
that he could do nothing for her, he quietly |
made his escape. He went out the back |
way and elipped through the fence where

| two boards were broken.

He never sat for
me. He was assassinated while 1 was
in Furope. I eame directly home and
mads the engraving of him which brought
me so much money, and, aiso [modestly]
considerable fam»

*1 painted MecKinley.
Kinley's hpuse while I painted his portreit.
He was a very pleasant man to be with

kindly, good man, but not the character
that Lincoln was by any means.

“Now that I come to think of i, I belleve

for him at thess times.

‘

|

Washington down-—efther painted or en-
graved them."

He opened the serapbook agnin and took
out an engraving of Jeflernon Davis.

*I engraved that for the Appletons,”
he waid,
graving a background with a tall tree in it.
1 thought the tree was fine

“I took it to Mr. Appleton, who thought
it was fine, too. All would have gone well,
but they called in one of the employees,
a fellow who had considerable influence
with Mr. Appleton, to see it. The minute
he saw it he said:

* ‘Why, that's the sour apple tree!’

“Mr. Appleton straightened himsell up
and turned red in the face,

* ‘Why, Mr. Marshall!’ he exclaimed.

“l was as innocent as you are. The idea

of the sour apple tree had never onoe oc- | 14 gqded, with & touch of sadnesa.
Do you know, they made |

curred to me.
me take out that whole beautiful back-
ground I made? Immense amount of
work. Took all the beauty away from the
face, but it had to be done.

“I was disgusted with the picture after-
ward. Lost all interest in it. Never could

! bear that employee afterward, either,

I made sketches |

I was at Me- |

*Keep the picture, You need never bring
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it back again.

*Speaking of my pleasant life in Boston,
the artist contined, *portrait painters often
have many social advantages. My life in
Paris was even more pleasant. 1 met many
distinguished people there who took fancies
to me. Couture, the painter, wanted me to
stay thers and engrave all his work. 1
made a mistake not to do that, I think.

*1 danced with the Empress Eugénie
while 1 was there and skated with her in
the Bois de Boulogne. She was not a par-
ticularly good skater, but she skated well
enough for an Empress. Napoleon 111.
was a very bad skater.

*Oh, yes, 1 enjoyed my life in Paris very
much, They have my engravings there in
the Beaux Arts as examples for the stu-
dents. They were exceedingly kind to me
there.*

And he rocked some more, smilingly re-
membering those pleasant days.

Anengraving of the Crucifixion caught the
woman's eve. She referred to it.

*Yes, good picture,” asseuted the artist.
*I thought T was to make a picture of that
the length of a church— yards of picture;
but nothing ever came of it,

-

FTraits of the Late Senator Hawley

that T did?*
' 1

.

A Puritan Who Was Tender Hearted
in Spite of a Somewhat Brusque Manner

- .

=
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Hantrorp, Conn., April 1.—Here in his |
home city of Hartford, the late Gen. Joseph
R. Hawley was always known as Honest
Jos Hawley. The qualities that gairfed
him the nickname were exhibited at the
time of his election to the Senatein January,

16809

After he had succeeded in winning
another term in spite of the strong fight
made for the place by ex-Gov. Morgan
@G. Bulkeley, now his successor, and Sam-
wel Fessenden, an old friend met him on
the street.

*Well, General,” the friend eaid, *I con-
gratulate you on your eplendid success,
but you must have had to spend a lot of
money to down those two opponents.”

*Your're right,” replied the cld soldier.

*I knew it," confidently responded the
other. *It takea money to land in a fight
Kke that.”

*Yes, sir. " rejoined the United States
Benator as he quietly chuckled to himself,
*l expended pretty ncar 83 in the fight.*

Shortly afterward he went before s Jus-
tice in Washington and made affidavit to
the lollo'ing statement of campalgn ex-
penses: !

Amount of disbursements—nothing.

Amount of expenses—nothing.

{Postage not to exceed §3.

Amount of contribntions —nothing.

1 designated no person to act as my political
agent, Josern R. HawLky, |

Friends afterward used to tell him that |
he was the cheapest Senator in Washington.

His earnestness was & striking cha ao-
teristic of his work in Washington and |
here. It made littke difference whether
the fight was a local one over a city ordi-
nanoe or a national bill before the Senate, |
ff he was in the fight at all he was in earnest
about it. Hie eloquence was in part due
to his firm conviction that he stood on the
only right aide of the question and to his
thorough preparation to meet every possibie
argument that any adversary could trump

up.

0Of the old Puritanical school, he was as
strongly opposed to the desecration of the
Babbath as he was to the liberation of
criminals through mock sentiment. When |
mailroad officinls and others attemptad to
have the Centennial of 1878 open on Sunday
his voice was one of the loudest heard from
New England in indignant protest,

*Thn Sabbath is an American institution;
we're proud of it,” he would exclaim on all
occasions. " Besides, theve am too many |
people who have to work six days a week at
the exposition to add an additional day of |
hardship,” and no amount of persuasion
could turn him in his conviction.

A story is told concerning him and his
close friend and companion the late Charles |
Dudley Warner. At a meeting of the
Prison Association of the State, with which
both were identified, the question came
up as to what measures should be urged
for the betterment of the State's charges.
Mr. Warner, after laying out his plan,
gested that it was not the Btate's office

- -

tion of influential friends.

to punish people; that belonged to the |

Creator; but the State should concern itself
only with the protection of its citizens
against criminals and plans for the im.
provement morally of its charges.
Senator Hawley did not relish the idea,
and finally asked Mr., Warner if the Bible
didn't say something about the wrath of
God, When informed also that the Script-
ures particularly specified that God was
love, Senator Mawley quickly replied:
*Well, God 1s love, I know; but I don't
believe the Scriptures say he is slobber and

{ mush,*

Some time later when an old thine asso-

| clate who had been convicted of misap-

propriation of fungs had served part of

| his wentence in State prison, an effort was

made to pardon him through the interven-
Senator Hawley,
as & former friand of the convict, was urged
to exert his influence in his behalf; but he
refused to enter into any project to mitigata
the punishment that he thought was de-
served, although he admitted feeling very
strongly for his friend in his trouble.

Combined with a very tender heart and a
generous disposition Benator Hawley had a
brusqueness of manner that caused him to
be frequently misunderstood. A man who
wanted his aid in obtaining an office once
brought him letters of introduction from
several close friends and told him as he dis-
played a voluminous correspondence that
he had Al credentials. Just scanning
through a few of the latter Gen. Hawley
looked up suddenly and exclaimed:

*Humph! You've got plenty of credentials;
got any principlea?

Yet when a war comrade, rough and un-
ocouth, saw his old General sitting on a
reviewing stand and in passing stretohed up
his hand and grabbing that of Gen. Hawley
drew it down to his lips and dropped a tear
on it, without a word, as he kissed it, the

]

l On recelving an affirmative answer, he ‘ disease characterized the closing
| bent still lower and barely whispered:

“Den don't ask no questions 'bout dat
chicken.*

He often used to say that he owned &
oolored man once, but that all that he re- |
tained when he gave him his freedom was
the man's title of Doctor of Divinity.

The case was that of the Rev. Dr. Pen-
nington, who escaped from the South and
came here before the war. When the |
Fugitive Slave law was passed, being afraid
that he might be sent back, his friends
here secured the cooperation of Mr. Hawe«
ley. then a partner in the law firm of Hooker
& Hawley, to buy the black man. ‘

Mr. Haw ley corresponded with the owner |
of *Jim,” but the Southerner wanted $1.000 |

days of | hys fault, an

Senator Hawley's lifa, When two years
ago it wasevident that his bealthywas rapidly
failing and he came back to his little sum-
mer home at Woodmont-by-the-Sea, he
was etill determined to fight a winning

battle, with the sea air to aid him. News- |

papers containing accounts of his {liness
were hidden from him, as any reference to
his failing health tended to arouse him to an

she was obliged to stay iudoors

J. Hamilton Lewis's Prince Albert.

From the Wyahimngton Post
*In the days before | had any clients and

“1 took great pains with it, en- |

| He told me to make the engraving.

| rejected it.

{

of the Paulist Churoh at Fifty-ninth street.
I did
He called all his priests together and
They wanted more blood and
thunder to it. l

8O, {

library.

It was done by Healy. It was

an atroocious thing.

“He showed me, too, a pioture of a battle,

“They wanted corpses and skeletons | It was the battle of 8hiloh. It looked about
rising from thelr graves, terrible looking | as much like a battle as I did, but it served’
very wellas a map. He pointed out differeyd

things, to frighten the people, 1 suppose.
I made people more resembling angels,
though Beecher said that angels dhln't'

| parts of the battlefleld in an excited way.

* *T'his is where Grant was,’ he sald, ‘and

rise from graves. They were a separate | this s where I was.'

crowd by themselves, a race of beings, |

| if you could call them beings, who never
* inhabited the earth and never would.

*He didn't believe wo would get to h«"
angels after we shufMod off this mortal
coll. I don't know how that is. He knows
by this time, I 8 ppose, A good many |
people I used to know, know by this time,”

A portrait of Bherman stood by, stern,
grim, upright, splendid in epaulet and, |
uniform. i

“A strange follow." began the painter
reminigcently, *“The strangest fellow in
the world. You never knew how to take
him,

| little infleence

*Then he turned to me suddenly.
* ‘I tell you, Marshall,' he stormed, ‘war

is hell!’

*B-fore I Jeft the house T took his Caughte

aside.

* ‘Induce your father to sit for me.' [
implored. ‘It would be a shane to gllow
such jortraits as have been mads cf bim
to Cescen | to posterity.’

“: he promised me she wou'd.

*It was evident, however, that she had
with her father. In the
cyurse of time I concluded that I would
ask Sherman for his uniform and sword
and take the face from photographs. A
poor thing it would be, possibly, | ut better

“Steve Elkins—he wasn't Senator then, | than nothiny

JEF N DAVIS POR
WeTH TREE LEFT OUT.

I only bank president—gave me an order to 1

paint Sherman's portrait.

hi+ home in Forty-eighth street, This was

| nearly twenty years ago, when Forty-eighth

—- —reees <
d was devotlon (tself to her while ‘

street was a long way uptown.

“l was invited in and Sherman came
striding into the room toward me. I dis-
closed my errand.

“‘I'll be blankety blank blanked," he

gaid, ‘if I'll sit for my portrait to any artist. |

| You can tell Elkins that from me, blankety,
blank blank!
| *I was a trifle startled.
* ‘Of course, Mr. Sherman,' I sald, §f
| you don't want to eit for your portrait,
we won't force you to, I have done what
Mr. Elkins asked me to do. That is all.’
* ‘Anyway,’ =i'd Sherman, more len-
jently, ‘sit down.'
*We sat down awhila and talked of the
weather.

|

*I called once more and asked him for

I went up to | his ' niform and awor {.

* ‘No.' he raved, 'I'll 's blan ety-blank
blanked'—it was ter.ible the way Sherman
swore; any one who knew him ocouli tell
you that—if I'll lend my uniform &nd
sword to any artist.’

*After that I gave it up. There was
nothing else for it.

“Then in a couple of montha thare came
a knock at my door. What was my amaze-
ment upon opening it to find Sherman,
standing uniformed, with buckled sword,
on my threshold.

* ‘I suppose you'll think I'm a bla kety
blanked old fool,' he said humbly, ‘but I've
come to #it for my portrait.’ *

“,erhaps the char ning davghter Yad
something to do with it," suggested the
WOmAn,

“Perhaps she had,” assented the portrait

Then he showed me through | painter.

;l'he Creoie A;t—i—st.

Henri Le Sidaner

Loxpox, March 24 —To say that A man

when it stumped me to rustle up room rent, | ig a Creole is possibly rather vague, as

1 got an invitation to pay a visit to my warm
personal friend, Sam H. Piles, who was living

[ in a small pown at a short distance from

unwarranted tax on his strength to con- '

vinoe the soeptical that he was still himself.
No reference wans made by those of his house-
hold to his condition, and to & newspaper
correspondent who happened to ask him
how he was on one of his early moruing
walks he replied:

“I'mallright. What's all this talk about
anyway? I'mnot dead, don’t you see that?*

| for his slave, a sum which it was impossible | gni turning on his heel he stalked away

to raise. The negro then went to Scotland,
where, after studying some time, he ob- |
tained the honorary title of Doctor of |
Divinity from a Scottish university.

After the death of the owner of *Jim"
Mr. Hawley went South and himself bought
from the executor of the estate the free-

in the case being filed in this city.

i dom of the Rev. Dr. Pennington, the papers I
\

| Hawley was always oonscious of his fault
| of forgetfulness,

|
|
|
|

act s0o moved the Senator-soldier that the |
tears coursed down his cheeks and he could |

| barely restrain his sobs.

His army connections formed some of
the pleasantest associations of his life, and
he was especially fond of relating stories
of the war,

Although he was far better known as an
orator dealing with publio questions he was
aleo an after dinner speaker frequently
sought after. One of his favorite'stories

lated to one of his visits to the South.
He was waiting in & train at a junction
at noon when he noticed a colored walter

| again in a few weeks,

Throughout his public career Senator

and when frequently |
taken to task for it by his friends he would |
plead guilty and promise to do better next
time. He would often pass people on the
street the day after dining with them and
not show the firat sign of recognition.
One of his Connecticut eonstituents who
was a great admirer of him tells laughingly
of making an appointment to meet Senator
Hawley in Washington on husiness on the
following day and golng from this city
thither, only to find when he reached Sen-
ator Hawley's home at the appointed time
that the Connecticut Representative had
gone off for seveggl days of duck shooting.

Those who knew him intimately in his
home assert that it was there that he was
at his best, He was alwaye a domestio
man and preferred infinitely the quiet of
an evening at home to any social affair
on the calendar.

He was extremely fond of children and |
a story ia told of his effort, about a quarter
of a ocentury ago, to adopt a child into his |
home, He was the close friend of a promi- !

nent Boston physician, to whom he confided
his desire to have a little one in his house.

The doctor was connected with several |
inatitutions that cared for young children
and finally selectad a baby as suitable for |
the General., The latter went to Boston
to msee the child and was greatly pleased
with it, describing it to his friends as healthy
and handeome.

He arranged that the child should be put
out to nurse and that he should visit it
On his second trip
with his friend to the place where he had
left his adopted child he arrived just in
time to learn of its sudden death that day.

He was #o overcome by the shock and

| grief over the death of the infant that it

| that he used to tell at these gatherings re- |

passing the car carrying aloft a tray of fried |

| chicken. Beckoning the waiter to him he
| inquired before purchasing where the man

got the chicken.
The darky hesitated a moment and
then, putting his tray down, bent over

| confidentially and asked Senator Hawleoy

if he was a Northerner. On being Informed
that he came from New Eugland, the ool-
ored man thed, rolling his eyes, said inquir-
ingly: ]

“Is you-sll} friend of de colored mani*
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was months before he recovered, porrowing
as much for the loss of the little one as
though it had been his own child.

Years afterward a close friend of the Sena-
tor, who knew of the incldent, visitad him in
Washington and was urged to remain until
the Senator's family returned. As his
eldest daughter entered the room she rushed
over to where her father was sitting and,
putting her arma about him, kissed him
tenderly. The old soldier looked up at
his friend and with a voloe broken with
feeling said:

“Thal's my girl, sir; that's my daughter.*

Indomitable courage in his fight against

Ademm

e

| rule,

| ecaller, “really, you know, | have no

down the beach confident in his ability
to conquer this last enemy and showing
the same resourceful courage that he fought
and conquered with forty years ago.

TOLD OF WELL KNOWN MEN,

Abstemious supreme Court.
From the Argonaut,
During the time when the Supreme Court
of the Unlied States lived apart from the

| rest of the world, dining in & mesa by itaelf,

Justioe Story was telling one day how abste-
mious he and his associntes were, asserting
that they drank wine only on rainy days

| However, he tempercd the latter statement

as follows

“What 1 eay about wine, air, givea you our
but it doea sometimes happen that
the Chiel Justice will say to me when the
cloth is removed. ‘Brother Story, step to

the window and see i it dors not look like
rain.'  And if 1 tell him that the sun is shin-
ing, Chiel Justice Marshall will sometimes
|.1.ly *All the better; for our fursdiction

extends over so lurge a territory that the
doctrine of chance makes it certain that v
must be raining somewhere.'
Secretary That Looked the Part.
From Harper's Weekly.

The Hon. Amoa Allen, the suocessor in the
House of the late Thomas B. Reed, relntes
how the former Speaker once called upon
the head of one of the Departiments on a mat-
ter of ofMelal business. The Secretary was

| out, but a new private secretary, wearing his

newly aoquired honors somewhat haug‘t‘lllly.
wae there.  “"Can you tell me when the Secre-
tary will return®® asked Reed
“Really,” answered the private secretary
unaware of the (dentity of the dlpuwulnhﬂ{
en"
“Well,* drawled Reed, “you look it!”

Snltan as & Photographer,

From Rlackwood's Magarzine,
The great fault, ar misfortune, perhaps,
of the Sultan of Moroceo has been his ex-
travagance, He has spent, in the few years

Beattle,” maid Col. James Hamilton Lewis

“l wanted to go very much, but was shy
the cash that the railroad wanted for taking
me, about $1.25, but this I finzlly borrowed
of my esteemod friend, John H. McUraw,
afterward Governor of the Btate, who is now
in the national eapital. | got a warm wel-
come from the future United States Benator,
and he told me that thers was something
doing In the town-—a dance on Saturday
night, and a big revival meeting the next
day. He wanted e to go to the dance, and
was sorry he couldn’t go nlong, but the fact
was, he didn't have the right kind of a coat
Luckily, among my meagre possessions was
a Prince Albert, and this 1 made bim take hi
raving that | much preferred going to church
the next day. It was hard work |..-r-umhr‘("
him, but finally he took my coat and hi
awey to the ball. The next day it served me
to attend worship, and so we were bLoth
bappy.*

When Sir Willlam Was Plain Bl
From Succeas,

Willlam €. Yan Horne, one of the world's
great railroad men, began his careor as a tele-
graph operator in Chicago, lle rapidly rose
to high places In railroading, and in the early

£0's he had attalned such a reputation
fn the business that Lord Strathcona, the
financier of the project to construct the

Canadian Pacific Railway, selected the young
American as general manager and ghiel of
the bullding operations, He was so suee
cesefil in this work and rendered =uch im-
portant service to the Dominion of Canada
in pushineg the railroad across her vast ex-
panse to the Pacifle Ocean that, in 186¢, Queen
Victoria knighted Wim. Preeminently
dowed with common sense and humor, he (=
not the man to take his knightly honors too
rerionsly, Shortly after receiving his title
he exclaimed to a group of friends:

“This ‘Sir William' business [& very fine,
but 1'd like to hear what the hoys down in
Chicago will have (o say about t. They
used to call me just plain Bill.*®

Judge Fikin's Oleoniargarine Wil
From the Philadel ' ia Record

In tNustrating a point to the effect that even
the smallest duties should b~ performed

| with the same thoroughness as large ones

| John P

gince he took up the reins of government, |

not only the whole revenue of his country,
but also the savings of his predecessors

Few of the things he bought gave him
any pleasure. Photography smused Lim
for a time. A camera of gold at £2,000 came
from London: 10,000 franos’ worth of photo-
craphic paper arrived in one day from Paris,
{is Majesty once informed me that his ma-
terinls for one year cost him between £6,000
and £7,000,

King of Italy Fond of Automobiling.

From S8t. Nichoina,

The chief diversion of ltaly's soversign at

present is automobiling. It is not at all an

by his side, whizzing through the streets of
Rome,
litde like s Kiug, being dressed In & mazner
suitable for such sport,

When he and [the Queen are away In the
summer, either at their home at Raocconigi,
in Piedmont, which is a family residence of
the Princes of Ravoy, or at the villa of Ban
Hossore, near Plaa, they spend many hours
in automoblles. The King owns several

varieties of these vehicles
It was when he was trying & Dew one en-

|
tirely alone with the Queen Iast summeér that

machine got beyond his control and the

t
ueen's ankle was severely sprained b
ﬂ. very bumbly oonl:.d '-gn B was.al

l

reverted to an incident in his own life in an
addresa recently.

During Mr. Elkin's first term as & |~ gislator
the farmers of Indiana county found the cam-
petition of oleomargarine was killine the sale
of their butter. Among thess farmers was
Mr. Elkin's father.  Elkin was elected to the
Legislature, and basinga bill upon the assum p-
tion that the sale of oleomAargarine was prej-
udicial to publie health, the bill was passed
and became a law, which was always upheld

“And all this " he continued, "was because

a young man's father could not sell his

| butter.”

Senator Rate's Punetwmlity In  Letter
Wriling.

|

[ upusual thing to meet him, with the Queen |

On these occasions he looks very |

[ thome

R AR

From the New Oricana Timea-Democral

“Punctuslity in letter writing is an import-
ant matter, and this statement s just as
true of polition and politicians as it s in
husiness, “said a man who believes in promptly
doing what one should do. "I am impelled
to make this observation by & remembrance
of the life trait of the lata William B. Bate,
United Btates Senator from Tennessee,

“Sepator Bate waa noted for the prompt-
ness with which he answered all letters, and
he once told me that he attributed much
of his political success to this fact, He re.
garded 1t as ;'.(mnul,v immocal for & wan in
public life to Taill to answer a letter addressed
to him by one of his constituenis

“It was & duty the man in publie life owed
whom he served, “What would you
think of a man,' he once asked a friend, ‘'who
would refuse to anawer a aquestion you put
to him face to face a mun who umli«l make
no reply whatever? Would it not be an
insnlt? Would you not rewent it? [ would

believe any other sellf-respecting man
would.' Fallure or refusal to answer a
oourtesus letter s just as bed." *

\oARLR S Ln

en- |

Elkin, Justice of the Supreme Court, |

| the word has different meanings in different
| countries, but if G. W, Cable's definition
| be accepted then Henrl Le Sidaver Is a
Creole. He is of Breton blood and was
borm on the island of Mauritius in 1862.
As a boy he went to France, and now he
is rapldly gaining wide recognition as an
artist of marked individuality and accom-
nlishment
In France Le Sidaner's work has become
well known, Hig picture called *La Table
& la Lampe” was purchased for the French
nation three years ago, and last year the
I authorities of the Luxembourg gallery
| bought from the Salon a second picture,
| entitled “1e Dessert.”
Here and there in various exhibitions,
' as mentioned more than once in Tae SUN,

s )

HENRI LE SIDANER, TIIE CREOLE ARTIET,

a few works by Le Sidaner have appeared

| that an assemblage of nearly fifty paintings
and pastels has enabled Londoners to
form an sdequate notion of his talent.
It is a loan collection, and has been got
together hy Willlam Marchant & Co. of
the Goupil Gallery, a gallery wherein
works by three ciever American artists—
Mark Fisher, Frank Mura and Henry Muhr-
man—tuay often he seen,

1f one must place Lg S!daner in relation
to other artista he is somewhers between
Corot and (laude Monet, He has affinities
with both, and, as Lady Colin Campbell says

|

in this country, but it is only this spring |

in a *“loreword”™ which she has written for |

the exhibition catalogue, “the hard headed
Breton comes out in his absolute realism
and simplicity and his faithfulnesa of
drawing and detail: the lJanguorous softness
of the Creole is shown in his enveloping
sense of beauty which glves mystery and |
poetry to the simplest soene he touches.”

When he introduces figures prominently
fn his compositions—a rare OOCUrTen ofe- |
you may notioe that they are no splendidly
drawn. The drawing is not really mush
amiss, but this artist's first concern is with
the light playing upon the surfaces of ob-
fects with the beauty of the phenomena
rather than with their exact location

To this polot of view is due something
that one must get used to in Le Sidaner's
work, something that might seem an affec-
tation. Perhaps it can be best explained
by saying that if a man wearing glasses
Jook® at bne of his pictures—assuming it '

LAMMMA S S Rman e g g an
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to be the firet he had seen—he would take
his glasses off and wipe them, supposing
them to be slightly misty. All the pictures
characteristic of the artist's present point
of view—he had an earlier symbolistio phase
~look slightly out of focus.

However, having rubbed your glasses
or your eves, and having become quite
clear in your own mind as regards the ob-
jective and subjective, you forgive Le Sld-

| aner his mannerism and realize that he |s
| Justified by his works.

He shows you a new
beauty in familiar things, a tender, intimate
beauty, and in his subtle interplay of color-
ing there is no false note. He is an artist
of distinguished taste and has the facyty
of seelng easily a true pictorial effect

This man will go into his garden and
chance to see, under the trees by the wall

| of the house, a table not yet cleared after

déseuner. In the sunlight glinting amber
through a wine bottle, in the glass and sflver
lying on the sun flecked table oloth, in the
white chairs standing round about he sees
a ploture. And he paints it in a way that
you will not forget. He seems to surprise
things in a moment of rare beauty.

It may be that he sees this table in the
evening, in the moonlight. There is the
white cloth again, and on it a silver coffee
pot, some cups, & sugar bowl and a vase
of white chrysanthemums. Two chairs
are pushed hack from the table, and in
the background glows a lighted window
of the house.

Evidently the people have just left
this table and gone indoors; and now,
withdrawn from human gaze, these things
have taken on their moment of rare beauty.
But Le Sidaner is hidden somewhere close
at hand, watching for this very moment;
and he paints for you *La Table au Clair
de Lune,” a picture full of the beauty and
poetry of a moonlit summer night.

It is in the rendering of effects of evening
light that he excels, and lighted windows
have for him something of the fascination
that they had for Baudelaire, who wrote

| *Il n'est pas d'objet plus profond, plus

mysterieur, plus [écond, plua (éntbreur,
plus éblovirsant gu'une fenblre éclairée
d'une chandelle.” In fact, in the art of
Le Sidaner, his fine sense of color and
subtlety of expression, there is muoch
that one may aptly compare with Bau-
delaire's fine taste in words and power
of expressing subtleties. It must not,
however, be understood that there is any~
thing morbid or tainted about Le Sidaner,
for he is as wholesome as any one could
be.

Several of the pictures have bheen painted
at Bruges, and in these, of course, it is the
dead city that the artist sees, "Bruges Ia
Morte,” and not the rather cheery little
place that one usually finds Bruges to be.
Beauvais, Gravelires and Chartres are
other places in which Le Sidaner has found
inspiration, and at Gisors he painted a
charming picture called *Is Petit Pont
de Fer,” showing gay autumnal follage
ghowering down toward a moat crossed
by a little iron bridge that leads up to an
ancient iron gate,

There are some sno'r scenes, beautifully
rendered, and it is in these that the artist
reminds one most of Claude Monet. But,
as was said, it i# ns a painter of the evening
light, of silence and tranquillity. that Le

Sidaner excels; and his pictures are so
delicate, 8o serene, so far removad from
pell-advertisement and hustle, that one

their qualities should have
in the artist's

marvels that
met with any recognition
lifetime

At tho present time Le Sidaner's
works would be no bad investment,
are not yet very many buyers,

heat

There '
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